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One 


Taylor stood in front of him, wearing the white graduation gown, cap clutched tightly in his hands. He looked 
incredible, angelic almost. His smile was electric. Chris grinned at him and reached up to tuck a lock of honey 
golden hair behind his boyfriend's ear. 

"You look so beautiful" He told him quietly. 

"You look perfect. l'm so stoked for this. Never would have made it without you." 

‘Only because | made you stop skipping.’ 


"More than that, baby. When you were there, | wanted to be there." 


The graduates were seated alphabetically and so Chris was virtually as far away from Taylor as he could 


possibly be but every time he glanced in the boy's direction, Tay winked at him. 


Nine months they'd been together, inseparable. Nine months of pure bliss. At Christmas, Chris gave Taylor a 
St. Christopher medal. He'd meant it sort of tongue in cheek but Taylor actually teared up at the thought of 


Chris offering to protect him for good. He hadn't taken it off his body since. On Valentine's Day, Chris was 
getting dressed for his date when his mother happened by the open bathroom door. She asked him who he was 
taking on a Valentine's date and, to this day, he doesn't know what made him do it. He turned to her, looked her 
in the eye and replied, "Taylor." 

She smiled and squeezed his shoulder gently. “Tell the boy | said hello.” 

After that, Taylor was a fixture in the Shiflett home, more so than before. It became a safe haven where 
they didn't have to pretend. Chris's mother always cooked extra food and a place was always set at the table 
for Taylor. 

The summer after graduation held such promise. The boys had planned on surfing, smoking and sex. And little 
else. One night at Shaw's Cove, Chris attacked his lover while Tay was trying to start a fire. He swept his hair 
away from his neck and started kissing and licking him as he wrapped his arms around the boy. 


"Chris." Taylor sighed. 


"Forget that fire. There's one in my pants for you." Chris giggled as his hands slipped down Taylor's bare chest. 
He began to pull him back, to lay him down when Taylor wriggled out of his grasp. 


"Hang on. | want us to try something.” And he dug in his bag and pulled out a small clear, plastic bag that held 
a few white pills. 


"Tay, what is that?" 


"Speed. It's just like caffeine. It'll give us more energy. Imagine fucking with this? We could probably go all night" 
He grinned. 


Chris smiled and lowered his gaze. "It's not just caffeine, baby. That shit can be dangerous." 
"Try it, please? Come on. Think about how great the sex will be." 


"But the sex is great already. Isn't it?" Chris asked with wide eyes, worried that maybe it wasn't as good for 


Taylor as it was for him. 
"Yeah, baby. Its great. But it's gonna be fucking incredible. Please?" 
"Just this once, just to try it. Okay?" 


Taylor grinned. "Okay." He handed a pill to Chris, who held it between his fingers while he waited for Tay to take 
his. They took it together and washed it down with the whiskey Taylor stole from his mother. 


Chris didn't want to admit it but he could have plowed his boyfriend all damn night. Ten minutes after he 


climaxed, he was ready to go again. So they did. Ten minutes after that, he needed another release. After the 
third time, when Chris reached for Taylor again, the younger boy pulled away. 


"No more, baby. It..it kind of hurts." He said sheepishly. 
"Your fault. So you gotta give me a blowjob if we can't fuck." Chris giggled. 
"Okay, never doing speed again" 


"Good" Chris settled down onto the blanket and pulled Taylor into his arms. "No more shit like that. Let's just 
stick to the pot." 


Taylor snuggled against Chris's chest. "Okay. Chris, | love you." 

"I love you, too. Forever, right?" 

"Forever." 

However, Taylor didn't stop experimenting with the speed like he said he would. When he wasn't with Chris, he 
was popping more pills, beating the shit out of his drums until one of his parents screamed at him to stop. 
And then he'd have to roll a joint just to settle down. It was becoming a routine now. To the point where he 
was blowing Chris off in order to get charged up and then come down. It felt really good to him. It was that 
kind of high where he could do anything. And do it for a long time and do it better than he knew he could if he 


was sober. And the coming down was really nice, too. 


He was on his way back down, staring at the ceiling, when Chris pushed the window open and climbed in. “Tay? 


What are you doing? You were supposed to meet me two hours ago." 
"Oh, hey, baby. How are you?" 

"Babe, are you high?" 

"Mm, a liHle. Come here." 


Chris paused. He battled internally between wanting to be upset with Taylor and wanting to cuddle him and love 
him. "Baby, you can't keep doing this." He decided on a mild chastising while he slid into bed with the boy. 


"| like it. | feel so good right now." Taylor mumbled as he instinctively rolled into Chris's embrace. 
"I know you do but it's bad. Don't you feel good when you're with me?" 


"Of course. Like now." 


"Like now only not so fucked up." 
"Shh. Come on, you can fuck me if you want." And the younger boy began to push his shorts off. 


Chris took his hands to still them. "Nah, Tay, stop. Just relax. Go to sleep, now." The older boy brought Tay's 


fingers to his lips before he wrapped his arms around Taylor and spooned him. 


"What'd you want talk about anyway? | remember now, you said there was something you wanted to tell me." 


Taylor rubbed his lips against the back of Chris's hand. 


"We got an offer to go on the road for a little bit" Chris lowered his mouth to Taylor's ear and whispered to 
him. The band he and his brother had started were going to go out with another punk band and hit a handful 
of small clubs in southern California It was nothing huge but it was a start. A foot in the door and Chris was 


totally excited about it. He was only mildly deflated when the only response from Taylor was light snoring. 


Two 


"Chris, we can't wait anymore. We have to get going." Scott gently urged him into the van. 

"He knows I'm leaving today. Where is he?" Chris was on the verge of tears. 

His relationship with Taylor had derailed over the last two weeks. Taylor didn't want him to leave but 
understood what the opportunity meant to Chris. He'd tried to be open minded and supportive but all he could 
think about was being left behind, left out, left. He needed Chris, he was both his anchor and his life jacket. He 
kept Taylor grounded and allowed him to float. Taylor grew resentful and sullen, sinking deeper and deeper into 
a depression that neither Chris nor the drugs could pull him from. But he swore, as they shared one last 


right, some pills, a joint and a fuck in the Cove together, that he'd see him off. 


As the van pulled away from the house and drove down the street, they passed Taylor heading toward the 


house. 


"Stop! SCOTT, STOP! That's him! That's him!" Chris screeched. Before Scott was able to stop the van completely, 


Chris was out the passenger door and running back toward Taylor's car. 


The younger boy stopped his car in the middle of the street and threw his door open. He stood up just in time 
to catch Chris in his arms. 


‘I'm sorry! I'm so sorry, baby!" He wailed. "I've been such an asshole." 

"Shut up! | don't care. You made it. | love you, | love you so fucking much." 

The boys clung to each other, kissing and petting and sobbing. 

"| will call you every night. Every fucking night, | don't care where we are. You promise me you're gonna 
answer and you're not gonna do that shit anymore, okay?" Chris held Taylor's face in his hands and looked him 
deep in the eye. 

Taylor nodded and nuzzled his face into one of Chris's hands. "When will you be home?" 

"Two and a half weeks. Eighteen days. Promise me, Taylor. 

"| promise." 


"Good" 


I'm gonna miss you so much." And a new round of tears sprang to the younger boy's eyes. 


‘lm gonna miss you, too. But I'll be home soon and we'll go to the cove and we'll build a fire and make love, 


okay?" 

The taller boy nodded and smiled. "You gotta go, baby. Scott looks nervous” 

Chris turned back to look at Josh and his brother who gave him the hurry up signal. 

"| will call you later tonight. | love you forever.” 

"Forever." Tay echoed and kissed the boy one last time. 

KKK 

"So what do you want fo call it?" Taylor asked his new friend, Sean. He met Sean when he visited the music 
shop to buy some new sticks. Sean was putting up a flyer, hoping to start a band. Taylor jumped at the chance. 
Chris had been gone for six days and though he kept his word and called every night, Taylor felt lonely and 


bored and, if he had to be honest, neglected and bitter. 


Sean and his friend Riz welcomed Taylor into their garage and the trio jammed every day for a week before 


they decided they wanted this to be their band. 

Riz lit a joint and passed it to Taylor. "Let's call it Nirvana" He giggled. 
"There's already a band called Nirvana. Maybe you've heard of it?" 
"Yeah, but they suck. They won't last long." 

"Hal Yeah, they suck all right" 

"Sylvia" Sean spoke up. 

"What?" 

"Sylvia. H's my Mom's name." 

"Get the fuck outta here." Taylor threw a stick at him. 

"No, hold on. | kind of like it" 

"You would." 


"Come on, let's practice more." 


"Introducing Sylvia!" Sean yelled with a grin before he pulled a pill bottle from his pocket. He tossed it at Taylor, 
who caught it and read the label. 


"What's this” 
"OC, dude. Give it a try." 
"What's it do?" 
"Just mellows you out" 


| don't want to mellow out, man. | like flying high." And Taylor pulled out his bag of speed. "Try this. We should 
all pop a couple and practice all night" 


The phone in Taylor's bedroom rang and rang and rang. Chris hung up with a sigh. 
"No answer?" Scott asked. 

The boy shook his head 

"Maybe he's out with friend or something” 

"Or passed out from all the speed and pot he's been doing lately" 

"Speed?" 


"Yeah, | don't know where he got it or when he started, exactly. But he'll get high and practice drumming for 


hours and then have to smoke to come back down" 

"You know that shit can be dangerous." 

"I know, | told him. But I'm not there now, am |?" 

"Hey, don't do that. We earned this, Chris. And you can't hold yourself responsible for what he does." 

"| should have brought him maybe." 

"Chris, he's a big boy. He'll be fine." 

The following night, Chris dialed again. He breathed a long sigh of relief when Taylor picked up on the other end. 


"Oh, Tay! I'm so happy you're there!" 


"Hey you. How are you?" 

"Good. The shows are good but baby, | miss you." 

"Miss you too. When you coming home?" 

"Four more days." 

"Great! | have something | want to show you when you get here." 
"Is that something in your pants?" 

"Could be." 


Chris glanced toward the bathroom door inside their motel room. Scott had just started his shower. "I got like 


ten minutes alone here, Tay. | miss you so much." 


"Ten minutes alone? Ah, you want to jerk off with me?" Taylor asked flatly. He was excited to tell Chris about 
Sean and Riz and the band but Chris just wanted to get off. 


"Tell me dirty things." 


"Like what? Like how l'm laying in bed, naked, with my hand on my dick?" That wasn't a lie, it just wasn't 
exactly for Chris's benefit. 


"Yeah, just like that. | wish | was with you right now." 


"So that | could suck your dick for you and make you come?" Taylor proceeded to whisper into the phone and 
stroke himself, listening to Chris's hushed moans on the other end. 


The older boy's grunts increased until Taylor heard one last, halted grunt and then a satisfied sigh. There was 
a brief pause before Taylor said, in his normal tone of voice, "Okay, | gotta go. | gotta practice." 


"Wait, baby. Don't go yet! 

"You came, right?" 

"Yeah" 

"Okay, good Miss you, love you. See you in four days" And he hung up. 


Chris laid on the bed, phone still to his ear, mouth hung open in disbelief. He was losing Taylor, he could feel 
him slipping away. He had to get home to him soon, before the boy was gone completely. 


Scott parked the van in the driveway. Chris had insisted on driving all the way home after their last show in 
Fresno. It only took about three hours. Chris was dying to get to Taylor, to find out what was going on with 
him. To confirm what Scott had told him, it was all in his head. Chris took off running toward Taylor's house as 
soon as Scott killed the engine. 


He slid the window open and crept into the dark bedroom. Taylor was sleeping in his bed Chris stood and 
watched his boyfriend for a moment before stripping his clothes off and climbing into bed with him. 


"Taylor, baby, wake up. I'm here. I'm home." He whispered and kissed the boy's shoulder. He slipped his arms 


around Tay and pulled him close. 

The younger boy grumbled and turned over to face Chris. "Hey." 

"Hi, baby. | missed you so much. Kiss me, please?” 

| missed you, too. I'm so happy you're home." 

"Kiss me." Chris whispered again as he rolled onto his back and pulled his boyfriend on top of him. 


The younger boy seized Chris's mouth and kissed him deeply, crushing his lips, bruising them, biting the boy's 
tongue. His hand slid down Chris's naked body and hitched a knee up against his chest, exposing his groin. Taylor 
pushed one of his own knees against Chris's balls and caused the boy to shriek. Taylor clamped his hand over 


the boy's mouth and hissed at him. "Shh!" 
Taylor then slipped two fingers into Chris's mouth. “Suck on them. 


Chris eagerly welcomed the fingers in his mouth and gazed into Taylor's eyes as he sucked and swirled his 
tongue, making sure Taylor knew how badly he wanted him. Chris raised his other knee against his chest when 
Taylor slipped his fingers inside of him. He only needed to give him a few deep thrusts before Chris was 
begging for his dick. Taylor sat back on his heels and with his hands wrapped around Chris's thighs, he pulled 
the boy to meet him so that Chris's legs were tossed over his own thighs. They met pelvis against pelvis. 
Taylor guided himself inside of Chris and then leaned forward, hovering over the boy. His rhythm was slow, 
taking deep, long strokes. Chris wrapped his arms around Taylor's neck and held his gaze. 


"| need it harder, baby." He uttered. 


As Taylor increased his speed and plunged deeper, Chris squeezed his eyes shut and whimpered. He needed this. 
He needed Taylor's punishment to forgive himself for leaving the boy and to convince himself that Taylor was 
still right there, along with him. When he was finished, Tay collapsed against Chris's chest, heaving a sigh. 


"Did | hurt you?" 


"No, baby. It was good. Really good” The older boy stroked Taylor's hair. 

"We made it, right? We made it through you going away?" 

Chris's stomach flopped. This was strange, he thought. "Yeah, baby, We made it" 
"Good" 

"| gotta go home, though." 


"NO!" Taylor shrieked. "No, stay with me. Stay all night” He slid off of Chris and turned the boy on his side, 


pulling him into his arms. 


"Okay. Okay, I'll stay." He settled into Taylor and pushed his face into the boy's hair and inhaled deeply. "I love 
you, Taylor.” 


"| love you, too." 

When Chris awoke in the morning, he was alone in Taylor's bed. And still naked. 

"Tay?" He called softly as he pulled last night's jeans and t-shirt back on After using Taylor's bathroom, he 
cautiously opened the bedroom door and crept out, unsure whether they were alone in the house or not. 
Taylor's mother had come to accept that Chris was always around but would she accept that he spent the 
night? 

"Tay?" He called again. He found the boy in the kitchen, pouring a bowl of cereal. 

"Aw, | was going to bring you breakfast in bed!" 

Chris grinned and wrapped his arms around Taylor and pressed his cheek against his shoulder. 

"I have something to tell you." Tay said as they sat at the kitchen island, eating cereal. 


"You do?" Chris smiled. 


| met these two guys at the music center while you were away. We started a band. Just jamming right now 


but maybe soon we can do a battle of the bands or something.’ 


"Really?" Chris stammered. He wanted to share Taylor's enthusiasm but he couldn't help feeling, with this news, 


that Tay inched a little further away from him. 


"Yeah, man. | kind of hoped you'd be a little more excited than that." 


"I am. No, | am! | was just surprised. I'm sorry, that's great!" 

"You don't think | can do it" Taylor said with a huff as he stood up and took his bowl to the sink. 
"Of course | think you can do it!" Chris followed him. 

‘Oh yeah? What was all that about, then?" And he mimicked Chris's reaction 


"Because | was surprised, that's all. Baby, you're so good. Of course | know you can do it. | just..." Chris ran his 


hands over his hair. 
"What?" Taylor put his hand on Chris's shoulder. and hunched down to look into Chris's face. 
"Well, with me doing my thing and you doing yours, we're growing apart” 


"I know it seems that way but we're not. We were just used to being in school together, seeing each other all 


the time, every day. But we can still do this stuff, Chris.” 
"Wish we were in the same band." 


"We'll be okay. We're forever, remember?" Taylor held the boy's face in his hands and gently pulled him into a 
kiss. 


Three 


Sylvia played its first public gig at a battle of the bands. They were the first band to play and Taylor was so 
nervous. Chris held his arm around his boyfriend's waist and told him he was going to be great. 


"Stand right in the front where | can see you, okay?" Taylor murmured in Chris's ear. 

"| promise." 

Chris moved away from the boy and just as he glanced back, he saw Taylor toss two pills in his mouth. Chris's 
heart sank. But the show was good. Taylor was incredible. He was so alive and he treated his drum kit like it 
owed him money. Chris couldn't deny how much it turned him on to watch the boy. After the show, in which 
Sylvia placed third out of six bands, Chris wanted to take Taylor to their spot at the Cove. 


"Aw, baby, | would love that but we're gonna go to a party at this warehouse where one of the other bands 
practices. Come with me." 


"Okay, but we only stay for a little while and then we can go back to your bedroom." 

As soon as they arrived, Taylor pulled his hand from Chris's and ran off to find Riz and Sean. Chris wandered 
around until he found the keg. He tapped two plastic cups full of beer and tried to find his boyfriend. Chris 
passed through the loading dock door and saw Taylor laughing with his band mates before a brown haired girl 
in a black leather jacket started to push Taylor toward a van. Chris quickly pushed through the crowd and slid 
up along side Taylor. 

"Here, got you a beer. Who's this?" 

‘Oh, Chris! This is Valerie, Riz's baby sister." 


"Nice to meet you." 


"Hi." The girl flicked her eyes at Chris and then went directly back to Taylor. "Come on, get in the van with 


me. 

"| can't." 

"Come on." 

"Val, sweetie, you're high." 


"Yeah, so?" 


"Not tonight, okay?" 

"Not ever." Chris could no longer bite his tongue. 

‘Chris-" Taylor started, holding up his hand. 

"Tell her." 

"Chris, come on" Taylor sighed. 

"Tell me what?" 

Chris thrust the cup of beer into Taylor's hand. The younger boy downed it in one long gulp. 

"Chris wants me to tell you that | belong to him. He gets a little jealous sometimes.” 

"No way. You're fucking with me." 

Taylor's butterscotch eyes took on a mischievous glimmer. He wrapped one hand around the back of Chris's 
neck and pulled him into a deep, passionate kiss. The second cup of beer slipped to the ground as he moved 
both his hands around Taylor's back. Valerie disappeared. Everybody else at that party disappeared. The rest of 
the world faded away. For that brief moment, only Taylor and Chris existed. Only the true, deep love they felt 
for each other rippled between them. Chris finally pulled away, panting. The boys pressed their foreheads 
together, eyes searching each other. Neither boy completely sure what he was looking for in the other but 
both desperate to find something. 

"Take me home." Chris murmured. 

| can't. | love you but | need to be here, Chris." 

"Why?" 

"Because you're gonna go away again and | need something of my own" 

"Oh, Tay. | don't have to go again. You're more important than any of that." 

"Don't be stupid. You love it and you're taking off. Let me have this, Chris, please." 


"Taylor!" Sean yelled, breaking the boys' focus. 


Taylor gave his boyfriend one last kiss on his lips and wiggled from his arms. "We won't stay long." He said 
before he left Chris standing with his heart shattered. 


The boys worked out a routine before too long. Chris and Scott and Josh practiced in their garage every 
weeknight until around 10:00. After, Chris would make his way across the neighborhood to Taylor's. He would 
climb in the window and the boys would spend the night in Taylor's bed. Sometimes making love, sometimes 


smoking, sometimes merely sleeping. Sylvia continued to practice, as well, and play locally. 


When Chris got the chance to go on the road again, he was hesitant to mention it to Taylor. But time waits for 
no one. The night before Chris was supposed to leave, he laid next to Taylor and felt sick to his stomach. 


"Tay, we're good, right?" 
"Of course we are. Why?" 
"Um, | fucked up. | should have told you before but | was scared." 


"Told me what?" 


"Um, we're leaving again tomorrow." The boy mumbled as he played with Taylor's fingers that were intertwined 


with his. 
"What?" 


"Yeah, | found out about a week ago. | should have told you but | thought if | just put it off, it wouldn't happen, 


you know?" 

"Chris! Why the fuck wouldn't you tell me?" 

‘I'm sorry! | was just scared to hurt you!" 

"Oh, well this is much better! Chris, what the fuck? How long?" 

"Three weeks. Maybe a little more. We're going north to Seattle, then Portland and back down" 
"Three weeks! Chris, no." Taylor snuggled into him more and held him tightly. 

‘I'm so sorry, baby. So sorry. I'll stay. We don't have to go." 

"Yes, you do. You can't stay. This is too important to you." 

"You're too important to me. I'm staying." 

"No, you're not. Go. Maybe Sylvia will hit the road in a little bit” 


"But, Tay, what about us?" 


"We'll be fine, baby. I'll miss you but we'll talk every night and when you come home, I'll fuck you so hard, you 


won't be able to walk for a week" 
Chris giggled. "Do that now. One for the road." And then he kissed Taylor. 


In the morning, Chris awoke and hurriedly pulled on this clothes, noting that he was, indeed, sore from the 
previous night. The boy smiled softly, enjoying the ache. Taylor was still asleep, snoring under a mass of blonde 
hair. Chris gazed at his lover with a heavy heart. Something gnawed at him, telling him this was the end for 
them. They were being pulled in opposite directions and he wanted so badly to crawl back in bed and forget the 
world. But the band. But the stage. But the feeling of the guitar in his hands. A lump formed in his throat as 
he made his decision. He bent and pushed his boyfriend's hair from his forehead. 


‘| will always love you with all of my heart." He whispered and kissed him. 


As Chris pulled the window back down after he climbed out of it, a butterscotch eye popped open and a tear 
spilled from it. 


The first night, Taylor answered the phone. He listened to Chris apologize for the millionth time before he 
interrupted him. "Chris, just stop! You're doing what you want to do and it's fine! | get it. You guys have a shot 
and you're taking it. | don't blame you in the least. You should. And whatever happens to us is worth it because 
you're gonna make it" 

"I will not sacrifice us just to make it. | love you and | want you over anything else." 


"Is that right? If that were true, you would be here." 


“Taylor, please. | wanted to be there last night. | told you | would stay. But you said we could do this. I'm trying 


so hard." 


"Yeah, yeah. | know. You're trying. Listen, | gotta gig tomorrow night and after that, I'll probably be pretty 
busy." 


"Tay, are you..are we breaking up?" Chris choked back a sob. 
"No, baby. We're not breaking up. We'll figure stuff out when you get home." 


"But, Tay. | can't..." 


"We're not breaking up! Just relax. Do your thing and come home. Everything's fine." Even Taylor's voice caught 
in his throat as he realized he was lying to Chris. 


"| love you.” 


"| know, baby. | love you, too." And he hung up before Chris could detect the change in his tone. 
Three nights later, Chris tried calling again. No answer. 

RRR 

"So you're gay, huh?" 

"No, not exactly. | just like what | like." Taylor replied. 

"Ohh! Both boys and girls?" 

"Yeah, both." 

"But you and that kid with the bleached hair?" 

"Chris." 

"Yeah, Chris. You're together?" 

"| guess." 

Valerie slipped under Taylor's arm. "You guess?" 

"Yeah, it's kind of hard to tell what's going on. He's away right now, playing gigs." 
"So does that mean you're free?" 

"Free?" He arched one eyebrow and turned to look at the girl. 

And Valerie slipped her hand into Taylor's. "Free to have a little fun" 

"| suppose. 


Another two nights passed and Chris was nearly inconsolable. His hand shook as he reached for the pay phone 
by the men's room in the bar they'd just played. ‘Please answer, please answer! He thought. 


"Hello?" 
"Oh, fuck! Taylor, thank God! Where have you been?" 


"I told you | was going to be busy.’ 


"Tay, please. | need you." 
"l'm here. What do you want?" 
Chris sighed. "I've already lost you, haven't |?" 


"| don't know, Chris. Just like you, I'm trying, too. | miss you, l." He trailed off, afraid to admit what he was 
actually feeling. 


"What, babe? What it is? Talk to me, please!" 


‘| envy you, okay? I'm jealous! You're out there, doing it, and I'm stuck here, playing fucking Van Halen covers 


to fifteen drunk dudes in a dive bar." 

Chris couldn't stop the single, sarcastic "Hal" that escaped his lips."The only difference between us is that you 
get to sleep in your own bed after you've played to fifteen drunks in a dive bar. Baby, I'm in fucking Portland 
doing that. And I'd give anything right now to be there with you." 

"Anything?" 

"Yes!" 

"Come home now, then" Taylor tested him. 

"Tay, | cant" 

"Then you didn't mean anything," 


The line went dead. 


Chris didn't bother calling the next right or the next or for the rest of the time he was away. But as soon as 
Scott killed the engine, Chris jumped out of the van and took off running. Again. 


He slid the window open and crept into Taylor's bedroom. He immediately knew it was empty, Taylor wasn't 
there. He slipped across the room and turned the lamp on. When Chris glanced around the room, unsure of 
what he thought he'd find, his eyes settled on something shiny sitting on Taylor's pillow. The medallion. Oh, fuck. 
It's over. Chris slumped down on the edge of the bed and picked up the Saint Christopher medal and realized 


there was a slip of paper underneath it. 
"Dear Christopher, 


You knew it was over before you left. | will always love you with all of my heart, too. Keep going. You're gonna 


be huge. 


All of my love, 
Taylor. 


Chris was still asleep when Taylor opened the bedroom door. The younger boy's heart shattered at the sight 
of Chris curled up in his bed. But he shook him awake, anyway. 


‘Hey, Chris. Wake up" 

"Tay?" 

"Babe, you gotta go" 

"Tay?!" And Chris sat up and pulled the boy into his arms. “Tay, please don't! Please!" 
"You gotta go." He repeated. "This just isn't working” 

"We can make it work! | need you!" 

"Nah, you don't. You'll be just fine. Go on’ 

"Dont you love me?" 

"Course | love you. That's why you have to go. If you stay with me, you'll miss your chance. 
"That's stupid, Taylor!" 

"Its the truth. Now, please go, Chris." 


Chris pushed his face into Taylor's neck. "Please don't. All | ever wanted was someone like you to love me. 


That's all | need!" 


"Yeah, well. It's not all | need. You might be okay with throwing away your shot for a fucking asshole like me. 
But I'm not gonna throw away mine. Now, goddamn it, Chris. Get out!" 


It was as if Taylor slapped him in the face, Chris recoiled and shrank away from the boy. 
"Get out!" He screamed again. 
“Taylor, please!" Chris sobbed. 


"Fine, I'll fucking leave if you're not going to." Taylor stood up and then turned back to look at Chris, sitting on 


the bed with his knees pulled up to his chest. "Oh, and | fucked Valerie a few nights ago." 
‘Oh, Taylor, no." Chris groaned. "No, please." 
"| did. So it's over. Go." 


Chris slowly stood up and raised his eyes to meet Taylor's, noting the tears pooling in those gorgeous eyes. 
"Please, we can fix this." 


"We can't. | don't want to." The taller boy whispered. 

"We can fix this!" Chris cried louder. 

"| don't want to! Just fucking go, goddamn it!" 

When Chris tried to grasp his hands, Taylor moved away, turning his head 
"| love you. Always." 


Chris slowly drudged home, crying softly, keeping his eyes on the sidewalk below. Was this all his fault? Had he 
been too excited about the band taking off and he neglected Taylor? Was he holding Taylor back? 


When he got home, he stripped down and got into the shower, turning the hot water on high. It scalded his skin 
as he broke down in tears again. Long, howling sobs rattled his body. 


"Chris? Is that you?" Scott called from the other side of the door. 
"Go away!" 

"What the hell is going on? Are you okay?" 

‘Leave me alone, Scott!" 


Scott jiggled the door handle and loosened the lock Inside the bathroom, he yanked the sliding glass door open 
and found Chris curled up in a ball at the bottom of the tub. 


"What the fuck?" Scott turned the water off. "What is going on?" 
"Taylor broke up with me." 


"Oh, oh man. Come on, get up." Scott picked up a towel and opened it. As Chris uncurled and stood up, Scott 
wrapped it around his brother. "Want to tell me what happened?" 


"Not really." He stood on the bath mat, shivering, holding the towel under his arms. His wet hair hung in 
strings around his face. 


"Come on, let's get you dressed and then | want you to tell me what happened." 

Chris pulled on the shorts that Scott handed him in his bedroom and then flopped onto his bed. "Doesn't 
matter what happened. | fucked up. | wanted both. | wanted the band and the traveling and Taylor. | can't have 
both. It was too hard" 


"It is hard but if you both worked at it, you could make it 


"| tried. You saw me, | was calling him every fucking night! Spending as much time with him as | could when we 
were home. It wasn't enough." 


"But you don't even know if you did anything wrong. Maybe this was just what he wanted. Don't blame 


yourself" 

"He slept with Riz's sister a few nights ago, he said." 

"Why?" 

"Because he was pissed at me for leaving him behind, probably." 


"That's not a reason to fuck someone else." Scott said as he sat down next to Chris. He put his arm around his 
shoulders. 


The younger brother sniffled and then leaned into Scott. "What am | gonna do, Scott?" 


"| don't know, kid. We'll figure it out. You'll be okay." 


Four 


Chris stepped out of the shower and, as he was reaching for a towel, something twinkled in the mirror to 
catch his eye. It was the medal dangling around his neck He felt a dull ache in his heart but a smile tugged on 
his lip. 


He was running a towel over his head of short, natural brown hair as he walked through his hotel room to find 
some clean clothes. On the TV, a familiar song began and he was halted in his tracks. The new video. He hadn't 
seen it yet and he wasn't sure he could look. But he had to. He hadn't seen the boy -man- in four years. 


Chris sank onto the end of the bed and slowly raised his eyes to the television There he was, with shorter 


hair now, and in only second-long glimpses, but it was him. 


lll be yours forever." Taylor had told him all those years before. Chris closed his eyes and remembered that 
night. Taylor took his virginity and pledged him his love. Forever. 


Forever to an eighteen year old boy turned out to be about ten months. Then why do you still wear the 
medal? He asked himself. Because I'm still his. Sure, he'd lent himself to a different man here and there but, in 
the deepest recesses of his heart, Taylor still resided. He always would. 


He was jerked from his reverie by Tony calling his name and pounding on his door. "Shiflett, fifteen minutes!" 
"Got it!" 


The band called itself No Use For A Name and, at the time, Chris thought it was the funniest thing. He liked 
the band, he enjoyed the music but ached for something new and different. Or was it that he ached for 
something old and familiar? All he had to do was pick up the phone. Four years had passed, surely enough time 
for both of them to grow up some and forgive each other. He wondered if Taylor still thought about him. And 
if he did, what kind of thoughts were they? 


FEKK 


Chris found himself sitting on the edge of another bed in another hotel room, this time in Prague, when he 
heard the name on the television. They showed a still photo of him with that shorter blonde hair and some 
crazy beard thing on his chin. So he left Alanis Morissette to join Foo Fighters as their new drummer. Chris 
laughed softly and his fingers flew up to the Saint Christopher medal. Soon his laughter dissolved into silent, 
bone-rattling sobs. Taylor made it. He was living out his dream and Chris was so happy for him. This is what 
Taylor always wanted. His damp eyes drifted to the phone. 


"Mrs. Hawkins, this is Chris. Remember me, Chris Shiflett? | was friends with Taylor. | wondered if you had his 
phone number. | just saw him on TV and thought | might congratulate him." 


"He's up in LA now. Let me see if | have his number." 


A second later, she was back, spitting out a phone number. Chris wrote the number down on the hotel 
stationary. He thanked Taylor's mother and hung up. Chris spent the next fifteen minutes staring at the 
number until he imagined so many awful conversations that he made himself sick He rushed into the 
bathroom and vomited into the toilet. And the precious slip of paper with the phone number was folded 
carefully and slipped into his bag. 


FEKE 


Six years passed and whenever Taylor was scared or nervous about something, he'd still reach for the medal. 
The medal that was no longer around his neck. He took one last look at himself in the mirror and had to shake 
his head. If Chris could see him now, he thought. If Chris could see him, what would he think? What would he 


say? 


Taylor wasn't sure if he was still in love with Chris but whenever he felt bad and needed something, his first 
thought was of Chris and his second thought was where could he score something to take the edge off. He'd 
followed No Use For A Name a little, enough to know when they released a new album and when they were on 
tour. He'd even snuck into a show about a year prior, stood in the back and watched his ex-boyfriend. He 
laughed at Chris's short, dark hair and tattoos. He left in tears. What would his life be like today if he hadn't 
made such a big mistake all those years ago? Taylor shook his head again. Stupid to think about that. He did 
fuck up and he ruined everything. But life had gone on. 


Life led him to wearing a platinum blonde wig, make-up, a skirt and a pair of boots for his first video shoot 
with his new band. He glanced at himself in the mirror one more time, eyes skimming over the wig, his painted 
lips and shaved chin. Taylor couldn't stop the thought that brought stinging tears to his made up eyes. He'd 
thrown away the only love he ever knew to put on a wig and a skirt. 

RK 


"I can get you a meeting if you want it" Chris's friend had told him about Guns N Roses. 


"That's not really my thing but there's another band l'm interested in" Chris saw Taylor's face in his mind. He 
could do it. Just say it. Spit it out! 


"What band?" 
"I heard Foo Fighters are holding auditions for a new guitar player." 
"Foo Fighters instead of Guns N Roses? Really?" 


"Yeah." Chris's voice cracked. "Yeah, | like what they've been doing. | like where they're going." | was head over 
heels in love with their drummer and there's a part of me that wants to see if he still feels the way | do, he 


thought to himself. 

"See what | can do. I'll let you know." 

"Thanks, man. | appreciate this." 

Chris immediately dialed his brother. "Scott, | might have the chance to join Foo Fighters." 


"Are you fucking crazy, Chris? What are you gonna do, stroll in and just sweep the guy back into your arms, 
like nothing ever happened?" 


"If he'd let me." 
"Eight years have passed, Chris. You have no idea what's happened to him since then" 


"I know what's happened to me. Nothing. Absolutely nothing except my heart has ached more and more. There's 
nobody else, Scott. There never will be. | have to know. | have to see him." 


"So just see him. What if you decide you want to be in this band but he doesn’t want you back?" 

"Id make it work somehow" 

"| think you're out of your mind here, but do you need me? Want me to come with you?" 

"| dont even know yet. lI call you back when | find out! 

"Okay. Please think this over more. | don't want to pick you up off the shower floor again’ 

"| know. Thanks, man" 

The medallion was now nestled in Chris's pants pocket. He carried a backpack full of gear over one shoulder. 
Scott stood next to him, holding his best guitar. Beads of sweat dotted his brow and he shifted from one foot 
to the other as he waited. 

"| think I'm gonna be sick" Chris grumbled. 

"That's because this a a bad idea, Chris. You should have called him" 

"| dont know what to say!" 


"If you don't know what to say to him on the phone, how is this better?" 


"It just is." 


"He must already know you're here. I'm sure they would have mentioned your name 
"Probably. But we haven't see him come running from the building so that's a good sign’ 
When his name was called, he took the guitar case from Scott 

"Good luck. On both accounts’ 

"Thanks, man Thank you for being here” 

Chris followed the very tall, very large man down the hall to an open door. 

"Go on in Dave will tell you what he wants you to do’ 


"Thanks." And Chris took a deep breath. He slipped his hand into his pocket and rubbed his fingers over the 


medal. 
As soon as he walked in, his eyes flew to the drum kit but it sat vacant. 


"Hey, Chris Shiflett. 'm Dave. This is Nate and over there," Dave pointed over Chris's right shoulder. "is 
Taylor" 


Without any regard for Dave or anything else, Chris dropped the guitar case on the floor and spun around. 
There he was, all right. He was just lighting a cigarette when their eyes met. Taylor appeared an inch or two 
taller but just as thin. His hair was a shade or two lighter and a couple inches shorter. But his eyes were 
exactly as Chris remembered them. That creamy butterscotch, large and sorrowful. Chris's heart sank when 
Taylor regarded him with polite anonymity. 

"Chris." Taylor simply said with a tilt of his head. 

"Taylor" 

The blonde moved around the table and gave Chris a pointed glance as he made his way back to his kit. 
"Okay," Dave began with a strange look at Taylor. "You want to start?" 

"Sure, sure. Let me just hook up." Chris muttered as he gave himself a mental pep talk. Okay, so Taylor has 
obviously moved on and doesn't even give a shit anymore. Eight years is a hell of a long time. Just forget it. 


Now you know. You have your answers so get on with it. 


The audition went well, Chris thought. Once he was able to put his feelings aside and concentrate, he and Dave 
clicked. But Chris now had mixed feelings. Would he be able to be in the same band as Taylor, knowing the man 


no longer cared about him? 
On his way out, Dave asked him how to get in touch and Chris blushed over having to tell these guys, 
especially Dave, about the dive motel he and Scott were staying in over the next few days. He stammered as 


he told Dave about the Howard Johnson on Reseda Boulevard. 


Back at that Howard Johnson, Chris dropped his gear right inside the door and grumbled something about a hot 


shower. 

"Hey, you okay?" 

"lll be fine. Thanks for coming with me, Scott. | really appreciate it! 

"No problem. Im sorry it didnt go as you'd hoped” 

"Stupid to expect him to drop everything and just pretend the last eight years didn’t happen, right?" 
"Nah, not stupid. He's the stupid one for letting you go.” 

"Thanks 


Chris was in the shower for maybe five minutes when there was a knock on the outer door. Scott peered 


through the peephole and shook his head. He opened the door only a few inches. 
"What are you doing here?" 

"| want to see him" 

"Yeah? Well, | dont think you should. You broke his heart!" 


"He broke mine, too! Look, a lot of time has passed, | just want to talk to him. Please. Please, Scott. Where is 
he?" 


"He's in the shower. Taylor, a lot of time has passed but not for him, you know? You have to understand that. 


He never got over you." 


"I never got over him, either." Taylor admitted. He wasn't exactly sure why he came to the hotel. Had no idea 
what he was going to say to Chris but he gained new hope when Scott told him he'd never really moved on. 
Seeing Chris walk into the rehearsal space, watching his eyes light up as they looked for Taylor had split his 
heart in two. 


He had known all day that his ex-boyfriend would come walking in there and he'd have to find a way to deal 
with seeing him. He had wondered what had driven Chris to come. Was it just a new job for him? Was it to see 


Taylor? The drummer's heart split even more when Chris barely regarded him and went right to work. 
Please, Scott” Taylor's voice became a whisper and he lowered his eyes. "Please let me see him." 


Scott sighed, and against his better judgment, he opened the door. He knew that, if Chris learned Taylor came 
by and he didn't allow him in, Chris would never forgive him. 


‘lm gonna go..somewhere. Give you guys some time. But Taylor, don't you fucking hurt him again" 

"Thank you." 

Taylor stood in the middle of the room, looking around. He wanted to barge into the bathroom and pull Chris 
into his arms. But then, he didn't want to do that. He wanted to surprise the man but not freak him out. He 
finally decided to perch himself on the edge of one of the crappy beds and wait. His ears were tuned in on 
every little noise inside that bathroom. Taylor swore he heard Chris crying but he wasn't entirely sure. His 


heart was in his throat as he waited. 


Finally, the water turned off and, on instinct, Taylor stood. He became more and more anxious as he heard 


movement in the bathroom. A sniffle, a groan. Water running in the sink. ‘Come on, Chris! Come out, please! 
The bathroom door opened and Taylor held his breath. Chris stepped out wearing only a pair of boxer shorts. 
When he saw that the figure standing in the room was Taylor, not his brother, he gasped. The drummer's lips 
curled in a grin as he took a measured scan of Chris's body. The body that Taylor used to know as intimately 
as his own. The body that Taylor had tamed. It was the same but it was different. It had filled out some, 
muscles rippled where there used to be hollow flesh. The tattoos on Chris's stomach and arms bent and folded 
with his every move. 

"What are you doing here?" 

| couldn't let you think | didn't care. | had to see you." 

"You look incredible." Chris offered in a cracked whisper. 


"You look different." 


"Taylor, if you dont want me here, just say the word and I'll go but | couldn't stay away anymore. | had to see 
you, too." 


"| fucked up. | fucked up bad. | never should have pushed you out of my life, Chris.” 
| never should have let you go so easily." 


"| told you | would never leave you. | told you it was forever. But the very second it became difficult, | tucked 


and ran. | was a stupid fucking kid and l'm so sorry." 


‘Its okay. We were both kids. Taylor, | don't regret one second of the time | shared with you. You were my 
first love" Chris lowered his eyes and let the tears spill. "My only love." 


Taylor's heart was pounding out a beat even his hands would have trouble keeping up with. He wanted to pull 
the shorter man into his arms, his fingers itched to relearn Chris's body but he still could not determine if 
Chris wanted that as well. Or was this Chris's way of closing that chapter of his life permanently. 

‘Chris, please look at me." Taylor said quietly. 


"Tay, just tell me one thing." He whispered as he raised those beautiful, tear-soaked eyes. 


Taylor did reach out for the man now. He pulled Chris into his tight embrace and pressed his lips to the 
mousy brown hair. "Anything, baby. What is it?" 


"Could you ever love me again?" 
"No." 


The older man pushed Taylor away. "Oh, well." He stammered. "Tell Dave | didn't mean to waste anybody's time 
here. I'll just go." 


"Chris. | don't need to love you again. | never stopped." 

"Huh?" 

| wanted to call you so many times. | came to see you once at a No Use show. | had every intention of waiting 
for you after your show but just watching you up on that stage killed me. You looked so happy. So situated, 


you know? | thought, if | walked back into your life, I'd just fuck things up for you." 


"Things were fucked up for me until about two minutes ago. You're here. l'm finally here. | want my Taylor 


back." 
| want my medal back." Taylor simply replied. "I've gone without someone to watch over me for far too long" 


With a sheepish grin, Chris turned to retrieve his jeans from the bathroom. He pulled the medallion from his 
pocket and unhooked the silver chain and slid it around Taylor's neck Their eyes met and Taylor raised his 
hands to Chris's forearms, he glided them along to cover Chris's hands as he refastened it. 


Taylor turned their bodies so that he could lay Chris down on the bed. The older man felt tears spring to his 
eyes again as he watched the beautiful blonde take his clothes off. When Taylor crawled his way up Chris's 


body, he hovered over the man and smiled. 


"Do you remember this?" 


"Like it was yesterday." Chris replied as his hands glided up Taylor's back, over his shoulders and into his hair. 


"Your hair is so short" 

"Mine?" Taylor laughed. "What happened to all your long, blonde hair?" 

"Guess | just grew out of it" 

"I love the tattoos. Very hot" The drummer grinned and began to work his way down Chris's chest and 
stomach until he reached the waistband of his shorts. He glanced up at his former lover's face, almost like he 
was requesting Chris's permission to proceed. 

Chris's breath hitched as he gave a slight nod And Taylor yanked the shorts away from Chris's body. A pained 
whimper escaped his lips when he turned his gaze upon Chris. How he missed this. The taste and the feel of 
Chris in his mouth and in his hands. When Taylor raised up on his knees, ready to enter the man, Chris could 
no longer contain the sobs that built up in his throat. Thrusting into him with a slow, careful rhythm, Taylor 


leaned over and kissed Chris's cheek. 


‘Its okay, baby. l'm here. I'm here now. Hold onto me. Take my hand, remember?" He offered Chris his hand and 


the man took it and held it tightly. 


They laid, tangled together in the nest of grey, dingy sheets. Both men simply gazed at each other, hands still 
clutched together. Chris tenderly fingering the medal that was back where it belonged with his other hand. 


| love you." The blonde murmured. 

"Oh, God, Taylor.” Bright blue eyes snapped shut. "Say it again" 

‘| love you. Always loved you." And he pressed his lips against Chris's. "Can | be yours again?" 
"No" Chris pulled his head away. "You can't be mine again You never stopped being mine." 


"Forever?" Taylor asked with a tiny grin. The word had now taken on a sort of ironic humor between the two 


men as both had grown old enough to realize their mutual naivety. 
"Forever. Or until we both fuck up again" 
As Taylor began to laugh, Chris pulled him into a kiss. 


The End 


